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made her name a glory for even All our poets have sung
of the Flower of Rajasthan.

SARUP SINGH : I wish we had a law by which all our
poets perished in their infancy! They have lied, and lied,
and lied to us, till we have become a byword for folly.
It is this praise of theirs that has brought every wasp in
India round our honey.

BHIM SINGH : No, it is our weakness that has brought
them.

SARUP SINGH: Our weakness and our boasting. We
ckmour that we have treasure, when we have no strength
to keep it. We may be glad that the Mogul's day is over,
or our Flower would have been cut for a mleccha*$ bed.

BHIM SINGH (white with rage]\ Dare you utter such
a word to the Chief of the Sisodias?

SARUP SINGH (defensively]: An Akbar or an Aurangzeb
would have demanded your child.

BHIM SINGH : We should have flung the insult back
in his teeth.

SARUP SINGH (waiving the point]: Had we not better
hear Ajit Singh's message?

AJIT SINGH (feigning surprise]'. What message?

SARUP SINGH: I know well that you did not come
merely to sympathise with us in our wretchedness. You
come from Man Singh's camp. You are Man Singh's
friend. Ajit Singh, you have waited till Sangram Singh
went to say what is in your mind. You need not hope
that S shall go before you have spoken it.

AJIT SINGH (to BHIM SINGH): Then, sir, forgive me
if what I have to say pierces your soul. But you are a

53